TheTragedie 

Was it mote prcdotis to me then it is now: 

Thinke you, but that 1 know our ftate fecure, 

I would bcfo triumphant as I am# 

Stan, The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London-, 
Were iocund,and fuppofde their flares was fqre, 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft ; 

But yet you fee how foone the day ouercaft, 

This fodaine fcab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God, I fay, I proue a ncedlefle coward : 

But come my Lo: (hall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but flay,heare you not the newes, 

This day tnofe men you talk: of, are beheaded. 

•SVrf.Thcy for their truth might better weare their heads* 
Then fome that haue accufde them weare their hat,.* 

But come my Lo*. let vs away . Enter Haft, a Purfiuanu 

Haft. Go you before.,1 le follow pr efcntly. 

Haft. Well met Haftingsliow goes the world with thee? 

Pur. The better that it plcafe your Lo :to aske. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now. 

Then when I met thee laft where now we mcetc: 

Then waslgoingprifonerto the Tower, 

By the {uggeftion of the Qucenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofc enemies are put to death, 

And I in better flare then euer I was. 

Pur. Godhold it to your honors good content. 

Haft.G ramcrcy Haftings.hold fpend thou tliat iHepuei 

Pur. Godfaue your Lordlhip. (him bis pier fe. 

Haft. What flr Iohn you arc well met, (Enter a Pritft. 
I am beholding'toyouforyour laft daies exercile: 

Come the next fabactb,and I will contenr you. He a *jr 
Enter (Buckingham, (in bis eare. 

Buc. How now Lo: Chamber laine,what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieft 
Your honour hath no Ihriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith and when I met t Ids holy man* 

Thofc men you ta'ke of came into my raindc; 

What, go you to the tower my Lord? 


of Richard the third. 

'Buc. I do, but long I lhall not flay, 

I (hall returne before your Lordlhip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough, for I flay dinner there. 

Buc. And (upper too, although thou knpweft it not: 
Gome lhall wego along? Exeunt, 

Enter Str Richard Rathjfe f witb the Lord Rt seers s 
G raj, and ZJaughs.n.pnjoHers. 

Rath Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Rits. Sir Richard Ratliffe let me tell thee this: 

To day (halt tbou behold a fubief! die, 

For truth, for auty,and for loyaltie. 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you: 
A knot you are ol damned bloud fuckers. 

Riu. O Pomfret, Pomfret, Ohthou bloudic prilbn, 
Fatall and cjominious to noble pecres. 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walls 
Richard thefecond here was hackt to death: 
s And far more (launder to thy difmallfcule. 

We giue thee vp our guiitleffe bloudsto dnnke. 

Gray , Now Margarets curfe is falne vpon our heads : 

For Handing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne: 

A’/a.Then curl! Ihe ■Haftings.thep curft (lie Buckingham: 
Then curft (he Richard. Oh remember God, 

To hearc her praiers for them as now for vs. 

And for my fill er.and her princely fonne: 

Be fatiffied deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knoweft yniyftiy muft be fpi’e. 

Rat, Come, come, uifpatch»the limit ofyour lines is out. 
.Riu. Come Gray, come V aughandet vs all im brace 
And take our leaue vntill we meete in heauen. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lordsto GeunctlL 

Haft. My Lords, at once the caufe why we arc mer 3 
Is to determine of the coronation: 

In Gods name fay, when is this roy all day? 

Buc. Are all things fitting for that royall time 3 
Jar, Itis, and wants but nomination, 
f*- Tomprrow'ihen,! guefle a happic time. 

Who knowes the Lord proteftojs mind herein? 
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